Ghe Cathedral of 
Saint John the Divine 


Christmas Carols 


Saint John's Bay 
Feast of the Bediration of the Cathedral 
Berember 27, 1936 
at 4 p.m. 


(lt is suggested that the people 
sit during the singing of the carols, 
except those marked for Choir and 
People. It is hoped that they will 


join heartily in the singing of these. 


THE ORDER AT EVENING PRAYER 


{| Office Hymn. For Choir and People 


Adeste Hideles 


Oh come, all ye faithful, joyful and triumphant; 
Oh come ye, oh come ye to Bethlehem; 
Come and behold him born the King of angels; 
Oh come, let us adore him, 
Oh come, let us adore him, 
Oh come, let us adore him, Christ the Lord. 


God of God, Light of Light, 
Lo, he abhors not the Virgin’s womb; 
Very God, begotten, not created; 


Oh come, let us adore him, 


Sing, choirs of angels, sing in exultation, 
Sing, all ye citizens of heaven above, 
Glory to God in the highest; 

Oh come, let us adore him, 


Yea, Lord, we greet thee, born this happy morning; 
Jesus, to thee be glory given; 
Word of the Father, now in flesh appearing; 

Oh come, let us adore him, 


[In place of the Psalms 


Masters in Chis Hall 


Masters in this Hall, 
Hear ye news to-day 
Brought from over sea, 


And ever I you pray: 


Nowell! Nowell! Nowell! 
Nowell sing we clear! 

Holpen are all folk on earth, 
Born is God’s son so dear: 
Nowell! Nowell! Nowell! 
Nowell sing we loud! 

God to-day hath poor folk raised 
And cast a-down the proud. 


Going o’er the hills, 

Through the milk-white snow, 
Heard I ewes bleat 

While the wind did blow: 


Shepherds many an one 
Sat among the sheep, 
No man spake more word 


Than they had been asleep: 


Quoth I, ‘Fellows mine, 
Why this guise sit ye? 

Making but dull cheer, 
Shepherds though ye be?” 


Quoth these fellows then, 
‘To Bethlem town we go, 
To see a mighty Lord 


Lie in manger low’: 


Then to Bethlem town 
We went two by two, 

And in a sorry place 
Heard the oxen low: 


Therein did we see 

A sweet and goodly may 
And a fair old man, 

Upon the straw she lay: 


And a little child 
On her arm had she, 
‘Wot ye who this is?’ 
Said the hinds to me: 


This is Christ the Lord, 
Masters be ye glad! 
Christmas is come in, 


And no folk should be sad: 


The words were written for an old French Carol tune by William Morris about 
1860. The tune had come to England through the organist of Chartres Cathedral. 
The present arrangement is by T. F. H. Candlyn. 


{] After the First Lesson 


Lo, how a Rose 


Lo, how a Rose e’er blooming 
From tender stem hath sprung! 
Of Jesse’s lineage coming, 
As men of old have sung. 
It came, a flow’ret bright, 
Amid the cold of winter, 
When half-spent was the night. 


Isaiah ’twas foretold it, 
The Rose I have in mind. 
With Mary we behold it, 
The Virgin Mother kind. 
To show God’s love aright 
She bore to men a Saviour, 


When half-spent was the night. 


A translation of a fifteenth or sixteenth century Christmas or Twelfth Night 
Carol in the Diocese of Trier in Germany. Harmonized by Michael Praetorius, 1571- 
1621. 


] After the Second Lesson 


Che Sucamure Cree 


As I sat under a sycamore tree, 
I looked me out upon the sea 


A Christmas day in the morning. 


I saw three ships a-sailing there, 
The Virgin Mary and Christ they bare 
A Christmas day in the morning. 


He did whistle and she did sing, 
And all the bells on earth did ring, 
A Christmas day in the morning. 


And now we hope to taste your cheer, 
And wish you all a happy new year, 
A Christmas day in the morning. 


One of the many variants of “I saw three ships.” The music is modern, by 
Peter Warlock. 


] After the Third Collect 


Sing We Nol Once Mare 


I arose one morning in the early light 


When the earth with frost was all shining white. 


Sing we Noél, Noél, Noél! 


Sing we Noél once more! 


Then I went to find Guillaume my neighbor near: 
“Tell me what’s that song you so gladly hear?” 


“I am glad to hear the nightingale’s sweet song; 
I have heard its notes ringing all night long.” 


“?Tis no song of nightingale, or any bird, 


Twas an angel’s voice from high Heaven you heard.” 


Then I took my hautboy and my flageolet, 


Guillaume took his lute, and away we set. 


Shepherds, come with us this little Lamb to see, 


We will give him music, sweet melody. 


A Bas-Quercy Carol, arranged by David Stanley Smith 


I Stand Beside Thy Cradle Here 


I stand beside thy cradle here, 
Who fillest all my being, 

And give to thee, with heart sincere, 
The life that thou art freeing. 

O little Jesu, take my heart, 

My mind, my will, my ev'ry part, 


And let it please thee ever. 


Bach’s Christmas Carol. The words are by Paulus Gerhardt, the German 
Reformer. E. Harold Geer has made the translation and provided the mean parts 
from the melody and figured bass. 


Personent Hndie 


Personent hodie 

Voces puerulae, 

Laudantes juncundé 

Qui nobis est natus, 

Summo Deo datus, 

Et de virgineo ventre procreatus. 


In mundo nascitur, 

Pannis involvitur, 

Praesepi ponitur 

Stabulo brutorum, 

Rector supernorum. 

Perdidit spolia pinceps infernorum. 


Magi tres venerunt, 

Parvulum inquirunt, 

Parvulum inquirunt, 

Stellulam sequendo, 

Ipsum adorando, 

Aurum, thus, et myrrham ei offerendo. 


Omnes clericuli, 
Pariter pueri, 
Cantent ut angeli: 
Advenisti mundo, 
Laudes tibi fundo. 


Ideo gloria in excelsis Deo! 


On this day clearly ring 

Infant strains, echoing 

Songs of joy honouring 

The new-born Oblation 

Sent from God’s high station, 

Of a pure virgin maid born for our salvation. 


Here to earth come this day, 

Here in white swaddling lay, 

Lamb-like here mid the hay 

With the oxen lying, 

Christ the King defying 

All the powers of hell can hold, Satan with him vying. 


Lo the three Kings appear, 
Seek the Child Jesus here, 
Seek the Babe, Jesus dear, 
Led by star-gleam o’er him 
Enter and adore him, 


Myrrh and gold, frankincense, humbly lay before him. 


Maidens mild, striplings strong, 
Children, come, join the throng, 
Chant the true angels’ song. 

To the Christ Child bringing 
Praises loud and ringing 


Come we all, GLORIA IN EXCELSIS singing. 


A German Carol of the fourteenth century. The tune is in the Mosburg Gradual. 
Dr Channing Lefebvre has made the arrangement and provided a translation. 


Sleep, my Saviour, Sleep 


Sleep, my Saviour, sleep, 
On thy bed of hay; 

Angels in the spangled heaven 

Sing their gladsome Christmas carols 
’Till the dawn of day. 


Sleep, my Saviour, sleep, 
Sweet on Mary’s breast; 
Now the shepherds kneel adoring, 
Now the mother’s heart is joyous, 
Take a happy rest. 


Sleep, my Saviour, sleep, 

Sweet on Mary’s breast; 
Crucified, with wounds and bruises, 
Bleeding, purple, stained, disfigured, 

One day thou wilt rest. 


The Master of the Choristers has arranged this Bohemian Carol for us. 


Christ is Born 


Christ is born of maiden fair, 

Hark the heralds in the air, 

Thus adoring descant there, 
In excelsis gloria! 


Shepherds saw those angels bright, 
Caroling in glorious light, 
God, his Son is born tonight, 

In excelsis gloria! 


Christ is come to save mankind, 
As in holy page we find, 
Therefore this song bear in mind, 


In excelsis gloria! 


Words and music are by the American composer, Hugh McKinnon. 


{] For Choir and People 


Hark! the Herald Angels Sing 


Hark! the herald angels sing 
Glory to the newborn King! 
Peace on earth and mercy mild, 
God and sinners reconciled! 
Joyful, all ye nations, rise, 
Join the triumph of the skies: 
With the angelic host proclaim 
Christ is born in Bethlehem! 
Hark! the herald angels sing 
Glory to the newborn King! 


Christ, by highest heaven adored; 
Christ, the everlasting Lord; 

Late in time behold him come, 
Offspring of the Virgin’s womb. 
Veiled in flesh the Godhead see; 
Hail the Incarnate Deity, 

Pleased as Man with man to dwell; 
Jesus, our Emmanuel! 


Hark! the herald angels sing, 


Mild he lays his glory by, 

Born that man no more may die, 

Born to raise the sons of earth, 

Born to give them second birth. 

Risen with healing in his wings, 

Light and life to all he brings. 

Hail, the Sun of Righteousness! 

Hail, the heaven-born Prince of Peace! 
Hark! the herald angels sing, 


Sleep, Little Dour 


Sleep, little Dove, the sky’s dark above, 

The Virgin sang to her infant Son; 

My watch I’m keeping while thou art sleeping; 
Swiftly to heaven thy dreams will run. 

Sing, holy angels, your sweet lullabies, 
Smiling and dreaming my little one lies. 


This humble stable is charitable, 

OfPring a nest of which I’ve need; 

Chill night’s a danger, but in the manger 
All in the hay no cold he’ll heed. 

Sing, holy angels, your sweet lullabies, 
Smiling and dreaming my little one lies. 


Darker ’tis growing, and the wind soughing 
Beats on the roof and bends each tree; 
Naught need’st thou fear, O Jesus, my dear, 
For, see, ox and ass are both near thee. 

Sing, holy angels, your sweet lullabies, 
Smiling and dreaming my little one lies. 


An old Alsatian Carol translated and arranged by E. Cuthbert Nunn. 


AT THE PROCESSION 


{| For Choir and People 


Che First Nowell 


The first Nowell the angel did say 
Was to certain poor shepherds in fields as they lay; 
In fields as they lay, keeping their sheep, 
On a cold winter’s night that was so deep. 
Nowell, Nowell, Nowell, Nowell, 
Born is the King of Israel. 


They lookéd up and saw a star 

Shining in the east, beyond them far, 

And to the earth it gave great light, 

And so it continued both day and night. 
Nowell, 


And by the light of that same star 
Three wise men came from country far; 
To seek for a king was their intent, 


And to follow the star wherever it went. 
Nowell, 


This star drew nigh to the northwest, 

O’er Bethlehem it took its rest, 

And there it did both stop and stay 

Right over the place where Jesus lay. 
Nowell, 


q At the Créche 


V. Blessed is he that cometh in the Name of the Lord. 
R. God is the Lord, who hath showed us light. 


COLLECT 


Then did they know assuredly 

Within that house the King did lie: 

One entered in then for to see, 

And found the babe in poverty. 
Nowell, 


Then entered in those wise men three 
Full reverently upon their knee, 

And offered there in his presence 

Their gold, and myrrh, and frankincense. 


Nowell, 


Between an ox-stall and an ass 

This child truly there born he was; 
For want of clothing they did him lay 
All in the manger, among the hay. 


Nowell, 


Then let us all with one accord 

Sing praises to our heavenly Lord; 

That hath made heaven and earth of naught, 

And with his blood mankind hath bought. 
Nowell, 


{{ At the High Altar 


Gloria in Exrelsia 


LORIA in excelsis 

Deo, et in terra pax 

hominibus bonae vol- 
untatis. Laudamus te. Bene- 
dicimus te. Adoramus te. 
Glorificamus te. Gratias 
agimus tibi propter magnam 
gloriam tuam. Domine 
Deus, Rex coelestis, Deus 
Pater Omnipotens. 


Domine Fili Unigenite 
Jesu Christe, Domine Deus, 
Agnus Dei, Filius Patris. 
Qui tollis peccata mundi, 
miserere nobis. Qui tollis 
peccata mundi, suscipe de- 
Prtecationem nostram. Qui 
sedes ad dexteram Patris, 
miserere nobis. 


Quoniam tu solus sanctus, 
tu solus Dominus, tu solus 
Altissimus, Jesu Christe cum 
Sancto Spiritu in gloria Dei 
Patris. Amen. 


LORY be to God on 
G high, and on earth 

peace, good will to- 
wards men. We praise thee, 
we bless thee, we worship 
thee, we glorify thee, we give 
thanks to thee for thy great 
glory, O Lord God, heavenly 
King, God the Father Al- 
mighty. 


O Lord, the only-be-got- 
ten son, Jesus Christ; O 
Lord God, Lamb of God, 
Son of the Father, that 
takest away the sins of the 
world, have mercy upon us. 
Thou that takest away the 
sins of the world, receive our 
prayer. Thou that sittest at 
the right hand of God the 


Father, have mercy upon us. 


For thou only art holy; 
thou only art the Lord; thou 
only, O Christ, with the 
Holy Ghost, art most high 
in the glory of God the 
Father. Amen. 


From the “Missa Brevis” of Palestrina, 1525-1594. 


] After the Blessing 


Christmas Night 


Silent night, holy night! 

All is calm, all is bright 

Round yon Virgin Mother and Child. 

Holy Infant so tender and mild, 
Sleep in heavenly peace! 


Silent night, holy night! 
Shepherds quake at the sight, 
Glories stream from heaven afar, 
Heavenly hosts sing, “Alleluia; 
Christ the Saviour is born!” 


Silent night, holy night! 

Son of God, love’s pure light 

Radiant beams from thy holy face, 

With the dawn of redeeming grace, 
Jesus, Lord, at thy birth. 


